A   WINDOW   IN    THRUMS

did not read much. He sat there with his legs
outstretched, looking straight before him. I
bdieve he saw Jess young again. His face was
very solemn, and his mouth twitched. The fire
sank into ashes unheeded,

I sat alone at my attic window for hours,
waiting for the doctor. From the attic I could
see nearly all Thrums, but, until very late, the
night was dark, and the brae, except immedi-
ately before the door, was blurred and dim, A
sheet of light canopied the square as long as a
cheap Jack paraded his goods there. It was
gone before the moon came out. Figures
tramped, tramped up the brae, passed the house
in shadow and stole silently on. A man or boy
whistling seemed to fiU the valley. The moon
arrived too late to be of service to any wayfarer.
Everybody in Thrums was asleep but ourselves,
and the doctor who never came.

About midnight Hendry climbed the attic
s**k aad Joined me at the window. His hand
was shaking as he pulled back the blind. I began
to realize that his heart could still overflow.
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